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of a century ago. The angelic ex-
pression, the alabaster complexion, 
the waist so small that one could 
span it, and the delicate, slender 
form, which was possessed by 
nearly every heroine in novels writ-
ten over half a century ago, have 
been banished. We are now in-
formed that the angelic expression 
is simply the result of to much 
dreamy literature, combined with 
the lack of intelligent and practical 
training ; that an alabaster com-
plexion is caused by scrofula, or 
disorders of the assimilative or-
gans ; that the wasplike waist is 
brought about by crushing the 
vital organs of the body with bands 
of steel, which induces numerous 
physical ills not to be mentioned 
here ; that the delicate and slender 
form is caused by the want of ex-
ercise and the non-observance of 
the fundamental principles of 
health. Thus have these perverted 
elements of beauty been dissected ; 
thus has it been proved that the 
taste can become distorted to such 
an extent as to admire even diseased 
conditions. 
These pasty, characterless hero-
ines have had their day. Thinking 
men everywhere are now conclud-
ing that such love as a poorly 
sexed, weakly, dreamy specimen of 
womanhood is capable of bestow-
ing will never last through misfor-
tune or hardship. 
The remaining events passed like 
a dream to Harry. In many cases 
he did not even notice who won the 
contests. Edith apparently enjoyed 
them very much. Very few words 
passed between them, as she seemed 
to prefer watching the events to 
talking; and Harry was perfectly 
satisfied with an occasional glance 
at her and a pretense of being in-
terested in the games. 
By leaving a little before the last 
event they managed to avoid the 
crowd and soon arrived at her home. 
"Won't you come in, Mr. Moore?" 
she inquired, as she reached the 
steps that led up to the door. 
"No; it's too late," answered 
Harry. 
"I am so much indebted to you 
for the pleasant afternoon's enter-
tainment; I enjoyed it hugely." 
"I am glad of that," answered 
Harry, looking up into her clear 
eyes, as she stood on the step above 
him. 
"Miss Edith, may I call on you 
some evening soon? Do you know, 
I think we might become good 
friends if you would allow it," said 
he, with a very slight tinge of emo-
tion in his voice. 
"I am sure I would like to have 
you come at any time, when I am 
not engaged," said she pleasantly. 
"Well, when are you not en-
gaged?" smiling up at her. 
"Let's see," said she, knitting her 
eyebrows. "Nearly all the first of 
next week my evenings are taken 
up." Slight pause. "Can you come 
next Saturday evening?" 
"Not before then?" said he, in a 
disappointed tone, biting his lips 
and looking up at her with a half 
smile on his face. 
"I'm afraid not," said she, after 
thinking a moment. "I'll tell you 
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what I'll do. I don't know what 
evenings are engaged until I see 
cousin Helen, so I will drop you a 
note and let you know. Will that 
satisfy you?" looking at him archly. 
"More than satisfy me," said he, 
with a look in his eyes that she 
could not well mistake. 
"Well, good-bye. I won't keep 
you standing here any longer," con-
tinued he, moving away. 
"Good-bye!" said she, holding 
out her hand. 
"Good-bye," answered Harry, as 
he struggled within himself to 
overcome the desire to kiss the 
gloved hand. 
He gave it, instead, a gentle press-
sure and held it for an instant, 
thrilled by the contact, in spite of 
the glove. "Good-bye," said he 
again, as he dropped her hand, and 
turning quickly, walked swiftly 
away as though afraid of himself. 
She stood looking after him with 
a pleased look in her eyes. 
"What shall I do with him?" 
thought she: '"shall I refuse him, as 
I have all the others? If certain of 
my intuitions, should I not decline 
his request to call? But he is such 
a magnificent fellow, and I do en-
joy his presence so much. And, oh, 
but isn't he handsome!" 
She saw the result. She knew 
very well that he was already in 
love with her. Harry's eyes had 
shown the true state of his feelings 
on several occasions that afternoon. 
She had vowed that she would 
never marry, and she intended to 
keep her word; but she hated to 
give him up, and yet that was the 
proper course for her to pursue if 
she intended to keep her vow. For 
some time after entering the house 
she sat in her room wrapt in 
thought. All at once she arose from 
her chair. 
"Yes, I will let him call once any-
way. I have a curiosity to know 
more about him," said she to her-
self, as she began to remove her hat, 
standing before a large mirror on 
her dresser. 
The next Monday she wrote Har-
ry a note, telling him that she found 
Wednesday evening unengaged, 
and, if he cared to call, she would 
be glad to see him then. 
(To be continued.) 
TALK HAPPINESS, FAITH, HEALTH. 
" Talk happiness. The world is sad 
enough 
Without your woes. No path is wholly 
rough; 
Look for the places that are smooth and 
clear, 
And speak of those, to rest the weary ear 
Of earth, so hurt by one continuous strain 
Of human discontent, and grief, and pain. 
" Talk faith. The world is better off with-
out 
Your uttered ignorance and morbid doubt. 
If you have faith in God, or man, or self, 
Say so ; if not, push back upon the shelf 
Of silence all your thoughts, till faith shall 
come ; 
No one will grieve because your lips are 
dumb. 
" T a l k health. The dreary, never-chang-
ing tale 
Of fatal maladies is worn and stale. 
You cannot charm, nor interest, nor please, 
By harping on that minor chord, disease. 
Say you are well, or, all is well with you, 
And God shall hear your words, and make 
them true." 
